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I believe, is no path to mueh felicity or to solid repu-
tation.

I am not better acquainted with the present internal
polities of Prance, with which I have had little or no corre-
spondence since my dear friend Madame du Demand's death.
I did cast ray eye on M. de Calonne's book, but not under-
standing the finances or terms of finance of France, I was
little the wiser. The part I did understand I admired very
moderately. Eloquence has advanced with us to such mascu-
line superiority, evfen in the youngest men, that studied
flowers and affected pathos, composed by the pen, are in
my eyes quite puerile. Calonne's apostrophe to the manes
of his father made me smile, instead of touching me; and
when I recollected the anecdote of La Chalotais, my smile
was converted into an emotion less tender.

For my own amusement I am sorry the press of Paris is
so barren of everything but politics, unless it were to send
us more Figaros and Tarares I Our own press produces full
as little entertainment: we lived two years upon the dotage
of Dr. Johnson and his foolish biographers. Yes, I have
seen one French book which I should be glad to have and
cannot get, Monsr. D'Argenson's (I think it is called) Loisirs.
There is mueh good sense in it, and many anecdotes ; and
I do not dislike it for not resembling what he calls his
model, Montaigne, who surfeits me with his own vanity.
I cannot conceive why Montaigne is so much admired,
unless by people who would like to talk as much of them-
selves. Adieu I dear Sir.

Your most obedient humble servant,

HOB. WALPOLE.ity, and temper of
